32            NADIR, THE PERSIAN
But the mood soon passed.   How could I blame, When in his place I had done the same ? 'Twas a fairy tale for a poet to sing Of a golden-haired girl and the love of a king. And I thanked kind fate that my scimitar keen Had not stained with blood their sweet love scene.
And what of great Nadir, the man I had slain ? A maniac he, but mad or sane, If the deed were to do, I would do it again, E'en though I knew I should lose the prize.
The girl was a maiden pure. His crime was great and merited well
The penalty swift and sure.
As I muttered my thoughts, the slave at my side
Overheard, and chuckling aloud, he cried,
" Thy maiden pure is without a spot
As the dappled pard of the woods, God wot.n
My brows grew black, but he paid no heed.
" Faith 1 thy virgin lily is but a weed.
She was called by the folks of the gay bazaar
' The "Wayside Rose of Kandahar,'
For common as air was her sweet perfume,
And her generous heart for all had room."
" Foul knave," I shrieked, " thy heart's best blood
Shall pay for the damned lie." But I still was faint, and sank back slow
To my couch with a weary sigh. He grinned again.   " No lie, forsooth 1